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be allowed to go out that brought that curious vigil to an end.
But she had no sooner got up and lit the kitchen-lamp and
brought in a couple of fresh candles along with the coal than
No-man scrambled to his feet.
"There are people stopping—outside!" he said.   "I believe
they're	"    He was interrupted by a sharp knock at the
house-door.
"Are—you—sure—it's this house?" murmured Wizzie; turn-
ing round as she lit the candles. "It may be ours!"
But a repetition of the knocking made her open the door
into the passageway, and stand listening. "It is this door/* she
cried. "I must go and see!" So remote from everything out-?
side that fire-lit room had her mind been that it gave her an
almost painful shock, like being suddenly roused from a deep
sleep when she opened the door.
"I've come to see Mr. Roger Cask," said one of the three
figures standing outside.   "I'm the district	" but another of
the figures, that of a man, came forward, and it did not lessen
Wizzie's feeling of dazed confusion when she saw it was old
Teucer Wye.
"I—was—in—town," stuttered the old man: "and—I—
—thought Td just ask how our friend—was—but if	"
"Oh, no!  Come in, Mr. Wye!" cried Wizzie.
"Come in, Nurse!" and she stared almost impolitely—so
dazed she felt—at the third of the visitors.
This was a tall, excessively plain woman, with a big nose
surmounted by glasses, and with something queer—at least so
it seemed to Wizzie in that faint light—about her chin.
"Constancia," said the nurse abruptly, turning to this per-
son with the vague intention of introducing her, "this is, I feel
sure, Miss Ravelston from next door, who's been so kind to
our patient. This is Miss Ferneau, Miss Ravelston, who's
come to look after Mr. Cask. They are, I believe, well ac-
quainted already, but I think Miss Ferneau will keep him in
order. You will keep him in order, won't you, Constancia?"
Wizzie kept smiling and nodding in complete bewilder-
ment while all this went on, and then, drawing back against
the wide-open door, she made way for Constancia and the
nurse to enter the narrow passage.
"Won't you come in, Mr. Wye?"
"No, no, whew! no, my dear miss, no, I won't come in.  But

